
bv--

.t

-

i a
J "

. - k THE HINaTOHERAIiD, SUNDAY. AUGUST 11. 1912.;

CHAPIEB

"Something happened ltst night," he
said, looking straight ahead of htm,
"that 1 can't understand. I didn't tell
my wife. I haven't told any one. But
I guess you ought to know. It's in- -
icxesiing, anyway ana nas jnaae a
wreck of ray nerves." He wiped his
facewith a blackened Tag which he
"drew from his hip. pocket "We were
working hard to get out 'the living,
leaving the dead where they were for a
time, and I had crawled under the
wreck of the sleeper. I was sure' that
I had heard a cry, and crawled in among
the debris, shoving a lantern ahead of
rat About where berth No. 10 should
have been, the timbers had telescoped
upward, leaving an open space four or
five feet high. X was on my hands and
knees, bareheaded, and my lantern
lighted m things as plain as day. At
first-- saw nothing, and was listening
again for the cry when I felt something
soft and light sweeping down over me,
and 1 looked up. Heavens "

BQIinger was flopping his face again,
leaving streaks of char-bla- where the
perspiration Tiad started.

"Pinned up there in the mass of twist-,e- d

steel and broken wood was a worn-Xn- ,"

he went on. "She was the most
beautiful thing I have ever looked upon.
Wer arms were reaching down to me;
her "face was turned a little to one side,
but still looking at me and all but her
face and part of her arms was smother-
ed in a mass of d hair that fell
tiown to my shoulders. 1 could have
SHorn that she was alive. Her lips
were red, and I thought for a moment
that she was going to speak to me. I
could nave sworn, too, that there was
color in her face, but it must have been
something in the lantern light and the

61 her hair, for when I spoke,
and then reached up, she was cold."

Billinger shivered and urged his
horse into a faster gait

"I went out and nemed with the in
jured then. I, guess it must have been
two. hours later when I returned to
take out her'body. But the place where
I had seen her was empty. She was
gone. At first I thought that some of
the others had carried her out, and I
looked among the dead and injured. She
was not among them. I searched again
when day came, with the same result.
No one has . seen her. She has com
pletely disappeared and with the ex-

ception of my shanty there isn't a house
within ten miles of here where she
could have been taken. What do you
make of it. Steele?"

"Perhaps you didn't return to the
tight place," he suggested. "Her body
may still be in the wreck."

Billinger glanced toward him with
a nervous laugh.

"But "it was the right place," he said.
"She had evidently not gone to bed.
and was dressed. When I returned I
found a part of her skirt in the debris
above. A heavy tress of her hair bad
caught around a steel ribbing, and it was
cut on ! borne one naa been there dur-
ing mv absence and had taken the body.

I I'm almost ready to believe that I
was mistaken, and that she was alivt-- I

found riothing there, nothing that
could prove Jier, death.

"Is it possible began Philip, hold
ine out the handkerchief.

It was not necessary for him to finish.
Billinger understood, and nodded his
cead.

"That's what I'm thinkine." he said.
"Is it possible? What in God's name
would thev want of her. unless

"Unless she was alive," added Philip.
"Unless one or more of the scoundrels
searching for valuables in there during
the excitement, saw her and carried her
off with their other booty. Its up to
us. Billincer 1"

Billinger had reached inside his shirt,
and now he drew forth a small paper
parcel.

"I don't know why but I kept the'

iress 01 nair, ne saio." oee
From between his fingers, as he turn

ed toward Philip, there streamed out a
long silken tress that shone a marvelous
gold in the sun, and in that same in-

stant there fell from Philip's lips a cry
such as Billinger had not heard, even
from tbVIips of the wounded; and be
fore he could recover Jrom his aston-
ishment, he had leaned over and snatch-
ed the golden tress from him, and sat
in his saddle staring at it like a mad-
man.

CHAPTEBXVTI,

The Girl In tbe Wreck.
N that moment of terrible shockI in the one moment when it seemed

to him as though no other woman
in the world could have worn that gold-
en tress of hair but Isobel, Philip had
stopped his horse, and his face had gone
as white as death. With a tremendous
effort he recovered himself, and saw
Billinger staring at him as though the
hot sun had 'for an instant blinded him
of reason. But the lock of hair still
rippled before his eyes. Only twice in
his life could he remember having seal
lair iust like this that peculiar reddisn
gold that changed its lights with every
passing CJOuu. nc iiau sccii u uu iau
Del. in the firelieht of the camp, at Lac
Bain and he had seen it crowning the
beautiful head of- - the girt bade home,
the cirl of the hvacinth letter. He
struggled to calm himself under the
questioning gaze Ol Diiimycj 3 eyes. ic
laughed, wound the hair carefully about
his fingers, and put it in his coat pock-
et

'Ton you have given me a shock,"
he said, straining to keep his voice even.
"I'm glad you had foresight enough to
keep the lock of hair, Billinger, At first

I jumped to a conclusion. But there's
onjy one chance in a hundred that I'm
right If I should be right I know the
girl. Do you understand why it start-
led me? Now for the, chase. Billinger.
Lead, awayf

Leaning low over their saddles they
galloped into the North. For a time the
trail of the five outlaws was so distinct
that they rode at a speed which lathered
their horses. Then the short prairie
Krass. criso and gave place
to a broad sweep "".of wire grass above
wich the yellow Dacics ot coyotes .were
visible as now and then they bobbed up
in their quick, short le?,ps to look oyer
the top of it In this brown sea all
trace of the trail was lost from the iad- -

l tile and both- - men dismounted. Toot by' ioot they followed the faint signs ahead
- of them, while-ove- r their backs the sun

rose higher and began to burn with the
drv furnace-lik- e heat that had scorched

t the prairies. So slow, was their progress

" himself with a nervous curse, The
perspiration was" running in dirty
streaks down his face. Before he had
spoken Philip read the fear that was in
his eyes and tried to hide the reflection

Act it in hu own.,v It was 'too hot to
kmnlr h,f ti Arvr fnrtfi Si rate fl Off--
arettes and offered one to Billinger.
The agent accepted one." and both, light-

ed in silence, eying-eac- other over their
matches. . .

TWon't do," said Billinger, spitting on
his match before tossing it among the
grass: "It's ten miles across this wire-di- p,

and we wonVmake it' until night
if we make it at ill. I've got an idea.
You're a better trailer than I am, so
you follow this through. Ill ride on
and see if I can pick up the trail some-
where in the edge of the clean prairie.
What do vou sav?"

"Goodl" said Philip. "I believe you
can do it

Billinger leaped into his saddle and
was off at a gallop. Philip was almost
eagerly anxious for this opportunity,
and scarcely had the other pone when
he drew the linen handkerchief and. the
crumpled lock of hair from his pocket
and held them in his hand as he looked
after the agent Then, slowly, he raised
the handkerchief to his face. For a full
minute he stood with the dainty fabric
pressed to his lips and nose.. Back

he had first held the han-
dkerchiefhe thought that he imagined.
But now he was sure. Faintly tbe bit
of soiled fabric breathed to him the
sweet scent of hyacinth. His eyes
shone in an eager bloodshot glare as
he watched Billinger disappear over a
roll in the prairie a mile away. .

"Making a fool of yourself again, he
muttered, a rain windintr the eolden hair
about his fingers. "There are other?
women in the world who use hyacinth
besides her. And there are other won
en with d hair and pretty, pret
ty as Billinger says she was, aren
mere.'

He laughed, but there was something
uneasy and unatural in the laugh. In
spite of his efforts to argue the absurd-
ity of his thoughts, he could feel that
he was trembling in every nerve of his
body. And twice three times he held
the handkerchief to his face betore ne
rrhrA tli ricr in the orairie over
which Billinger had disappeared. The
agent had been gone an hour when the
trail ot tne outlaws Drongni nun 10 ui
knoll. From the top of it Philip looked
over the nrairie to the North.

A horseman was galloping toward
him. He knew that it was Billinger,
and stood up in his stirrups so that the
other would see him. Half a mile away
the agent stopped and Philip could see
him signaling frantically with both arms.
Five minutes later Philip rode up to
him. Billingers horse was
and in Billinger's tace there were icnse
lines of excitement

"There's some one out on the prairie,"
he called, as Philip reined in. "I
couldn't make out a horse, but there s
a man in the trail bevond the second
ridge. I beliee they've stopped to ra-

ter their horses and feed at a little lake
just this side of the rough country.

Rillincrrr had loosened his carbine, and
was examining the breech. He glanced
anxiously at fhilip's empty saaaie-strap- s.

"It'll be long-ran- shooting, if
they've got guns," he said. "Sorry I
couldn't find a gun "for you."

Philip drew one of his two
service revolvers and set his lips

in a grim and reassuring smile as he
followed the bobbing head of a coyote
some distance away.

"We're not considered proficient in
the service unless we can make use of
these things at 200 yards, Billinger," he
replied, replacing the w capon in its hol-

ster. "If it's a running fight I'd rather
have 'em than a carbine. It it isn't a
running fight well come in dose."

Philip looked at the agent as they gal-

loped side by side through the long
grass, and Billinger looked at him. In
the face of each there was something
which gae the other assurance. For
the first time it struck Philip that his
companion was something more than an
operator at Bleak House Station. He
was a fighter. He was a man of the
stamp needed down at Headquarters,
and he was bound to ten him so before
this affair was over. He was thinking
of it when they came to the second
ridge.

Fie miles to the north and west
loomed the black line of the Bad Lands.
To a tenderfoot they would not have
appeared to be more than a mile dis-

tant. Midway in the prairie between
there toiled a human figure. Even at
that distance Philip and Billinger could
see that it was moving, though with a
slowness that puzzled them. For sev-

eral minutes thev stood breathinjr their
horses, their eyes glued on the object
ahead of them. Twice in a space of a
hundred yards it seemed to stumble and
lau. ine secona iimc inzi ii rose

knew that it was standing motionless.
Then it disappeared again. He stared
until the rolling neat waves 01 tne

prairie stung his eyes. "The object
did not rise. Blinking, he looked at Bil-

linger, and through the sweat and
grime of the other's face he saw the
question that was on his own lips. With-
out a word they spurred down the slope,
and after a time Billinger swept to the

right' and Philip to the h& each with
searching'the low prairie.grass.

The agent saw tbe thing first, still a
hundred yards to his right He 'was
off his horse when Philip .whirled at his
shout and galloped across to him.

"It's her the girl 1 found' in the
wreck," he said. Something seemed to
be choking him. His neck'- muscles
twitched and his long, lean fingers were
digging into his own flesh.

In an instant Philip was on5 his feet
He saw nothinsr of the inrl's face, hid
den under a mass of hair in which the
sun burned like golden fire." He saw
nothing but, the crumpled, lifeless form,
smothered under tbe shining mass, and
yet in this moment he'knew. With a
fierce cry he dropped upon his knees and
drew away the girl's hair until her love-l- v

face lav revealed to him in terrible
pallor and stillness, and as Billinger
stood there, tense and staring, he caught
that face dose to his breast, and be
gan talking to it as though he had gone
mad.

'Isobel Isobd Isobd he moan
ed. "Mv God. mv Isobd "

He had repeated the name a hundred
times, when Billinger, who began to un- -
UCOldUU, pui illy II1IIU UIS L ump a a"ider and save him his water canteen.

"She's not dead, man," he said, as
Philip's red eyes glared up at him.

"Mv God it's strantre." almust moan
ed Philip. "Billinger you understand

she's going to be my wife if she
lives

That was all of the story he told, but
Billinger knew what those few words
meant.

"She's going to live," he said. "See
there's color coming back into her

lace snes Dreaming. xic uaincu nci
'face in water, and placed the canteen
to her lips.

A moment later Philin bent down and
kissed her. "Isobel my sweetheart"
he whispered.

"We must hurry with her to the
water hole." said Billinerer. lavine
sympathetic hand on Philips shoulder.
"It's the sun. Thank God. nothinc has
happened to her, Steele. It's the sun
mis icrnDie ceai .

He almost pulled Philip to his feet,
and when he had mounted Billinger lift-
ed the girl very gently and gave her to
him.

Then, with the agent leading in the
trail of the outlaws, they set off at a
walk through the sickening
for the water hole in the edge of the
Bad Lands.

CHAPTEE XVm.

The Battle In the Canyon.
UNCHED over, with Isobd'sH head sheltered against his

breast, Philip rode a dozen
paces behind the agent It seemed as
if the sun had suddenly burst in molten
fire upon the back of his neck, and for
a time it made him dizzy. His bridle
reins hung loosely over the pommel. He
made no effort to guide his horse, which
followed after Billinger's.

It was Billinger who brought him
back to himself. The agent waited for
them, and when he swung over in one
stirrup to look at the girl it was the
animal ferodty in his face, and not his
words, that aroused Philip.

"She's coming to," he said, straining
to keep the tremble out of his voice. "I
don't believe she's much hurt. You take
this canteen. I'm going ahead."

He gave Philip the water and leaned
over apin to gaze into the girl's face.

"I don't bdiee she's much hurt,"
he repeated, in a hoarse, dry whisper.
"Vou can leave her at the water hole
just beyond that'hill off there and then
you can follow me."

"Philip dutched the girl tighter to him
as the agent rode off. He saw the first
faint flush returning into her cheeks,
the reddening of her lips, the gentle tre-
mor of her silken lashes, and forgetful
of all else but her, he moaned her name,
cried out his love for her, again and
again, een as her eyes opened and she
stared up into the face ot the man who
had come to her first at Lac Bain, and
who bad fought for here there. For a
breath or two the wonder of this thing
that was happening hdd her speechless
and still lifeless, though her senses were
adjusting themselves with lightning
swiftness. At first Philip had not seen
her open eyes, and he believed that she
did not hear the words of love he whis-
pered in her hair. When he raised her
face a little from his breast she was
looking at him with all the sweet san-

ity in the world.
A moment there was silence a sil-

ence of e en the breath in Philip's body,
the beating of his heart. His arms
loosened a little. He drew himself up
rigid, and the girl lifted her head a
trifle, so that their eyes met souarelv.
and a world of question and understand
ing passed between them in an instant.

As swift as mornincr clow a flush
mounted into Isobd's face, then ebbed
as swiftly, and fhilip cried: You
were hurt hurt back there in the wreck.

by the of defense, it is to repel the invaders and

But you're safe now. The train, was
wrecked by outlaws. We came out af
ter them, and I I 'found you back
there on the nrairie. You're safe now."

His arms tightened about her again- -
"You re all right now, he repeated

gently. He was not consdous of the
sobbing break, in his voice, or of, the
great throbbing love that it breathed
to her.., He tried to. speak calmly.
"There's nothing wrong nothing. The
heat made you sick. But you're all
right now "

From beyond the hill there came a
sound that made him break oft with a
sudden, quick breath. It was the sharp,
stinging report of Billinger's carbine!
Once, twice, three' times and then there
followed more distant shots!

"He's come up with them I" he cried.
The fury of fight, of desire for ven-
geance, blazed anew in his face. There
was pain in the grin of his arm about
the girl. "Dp you feel strong strong
enough to ride fast?" he asked. "There's
only one mgan with me, and there are
five of them. It's murder to let him
fight it alone 1"

"Yes yes " whispered the girl, her
arms tightening round him. "Ride fast,
or put me off. I can follow "
- It was the first time'that he had heard
her voice since that last evening up at
Lac Bain, many months before, and the
sound of it thrilled him.

"Hold tight 1" he breathed.
Like thefwind they swept across the

prairie and up the slope of the hill. At
the top Philip reined in. Three or four
hundred yards distant lay a thick clump
of poplar trees and a thousand yards
beyond that the first black escarpments
of the Bad Lands. In the space be-

tween a horseman was galloping fierce-
ly to the west It was not Billinger.
With a quick movement Philip slipped
the girl to the ground, and when she
spranjj a step back, looking up at him
in white terror, he had whipped out one
o'f his big service revolvers.

"There s a little lake aer there among
those trees " he said. "Wait there un-

til I comeiackl"
He raced down the slope not to cut

on the flying horseman but toward tne
clump of poplars. It was Billinger he
was thinking of now. The agent fired
three shots. There had 'followed other
shots, not Billinger's, and after that his
carbine had remained silent Billinger
was among the poplars. He was hurt
or dead.

A n trail, beaten down by
transient rangers, cut through the stunt-
ed growth of prairie timber, and without
checking his speed Philip sped along it,
only his head and shoulders and his big
revoher showing over his horse's ears.
A hundred paces and the timber gae
place to a sandy dip. in the center of
which was the water hole. The dip was
not more than an acre in extent Up to
his knees in the hole was Billinger's
riderless horse, and a little way up on
the sand was Billinger, doubled oer
on his hands and knees beside two black
objects that Philip knew were men,
stretched out like the dead back in the
Wreck. Billinger's
face, pallid and twisted with pain. look-
ed over them as Philip galloped across
the open and sprang out of his saddle.
With a terrible grimace he raised him-
self to hi knees, anticipating the ques-
tion on Philip's lips.

"Nothing ery bad, Steele," he said.
"One of the cusses pinked me through
the leg. and broke it, I guess. Painful,
but not killing. Now look at thatl"

He nodded to the two men lying" with
their faces turned up to the hot glare
of the sun. One glance was enough to
tell Philip that they were dead, and that
it was not Billinger who had killed
them. Their bearded faces had stiffen-
ed in the first agonies of death. Their
breasts were soaked with blood and
thrir arms had been drawn down dose
to their sides.

As he looked the cleam of a metal
buckle on the belt of the dead man near
est him, caught Philips eye. He took
a step nearer to examine it and then
drew back. This bit o'f metal told the
story it bore the letters R. N. W. M.
P.

"t thought so." he muttered, with a
slight catch in his ozt. "You didn't
follow mv rood advice. Buckv Nome.
and now you reap the harvest of your
folly. You have paid your debt to
fsieur Janette."
Then Philin turned quickly and look

ed back at Billinger. In his hand the
agent hdd a paper package, which he
had torn open. A second and similar
package lay in the sand in front of him.

"Currency!" he gasped. "It's a part
of the money stolen from the express
car. The two hundred thousand was
done up in five packages, and here are
two of em. those men were dead
when I came, and each had a package
lying on his breast. The fdlow who
p'inked me was just leaung the dip!"

He dropped the package and began
riocinc down his trouser leir with a
knife. Philip dropped on his knees be-

side him, but Billinger motioned him
back.

"It's not bleeding bad," he said. "I
can fix it alone."

either take them prisoners or drive

army with guns and other for an order to
of army .men and of State New with

anny

"You're certain, "
the agent, though he

was biting his lips until they were fleck-

ed with blood. "There's no need of you
tfrae."

For a moment Philip dutched the
other's hand.'

"We can't what this all
means, old man the off of
of Isobel and the money here, but well
find out soon 1"

"Leave that
as the to

mount "I did rotten work with it and
the other fellow fixed me with a pistol.
That's why I'm not very much."

The outlaw had in the
black edge of the Bad Lands when Phil-
ip dashed up out of the dip Into the
plain. There was only one break ahead
o'f him, and toward this he urged his
horse.' In the entrance to the break
there was another sandy but waterless
dip, and across this trailed the

of the outlaws' mounts, two at a
walk one-- at a gallop. At one time,
ages before, the break had been the out-
let of, a stream itsdf out be-

tween jagged and cavernous walls of
rock from the black heart of the up-

heaved country within. Now the bed
of it was strewn 4with broken trap and
masses of cracked and dried
by centuries of sun.

Philip's heart beat a little faster as
he urged his horse ahead, and not for
an instant did his cocked revolver drop
from its guard over the mare's ears.
He knew, if he overtook the outlaws
in retreat that there would be a fight,
and that it would be three against one.
That was what he hoped for. It was
an ambush that he dreaded. He realized
that if the outlaws stopped and waited
'for him he would be at a terrible

In open fight he was con-
fident His mount took the
rough trail at a swift canter, evading
the bowlders and trap in the
same guarded manner that she
over and badger holes out
upon the plain. Twice Jn the ten min-
utes that followed their entrance into
the chasm Philip saw movement ahead
of him, and each time his leap-
ed to it Once it was a wolf, again the
swiftly moving shadow of an eagle

with spread wings between
him and the sun. He watched every

as he and half
swung in his saddle in passing, ready
to fire.

A quick turn in the creek bed, where
the rock walls hugged in dose, and his
mare planted her forefeet with a

that nearly sent him over her
head. Directly in thdr path,
to rise from among the rocks, was a rid-

erless horse. Two hundred yards be-

yond a man on foot was running swiftly
up the chasm, and a pistol shot beyond
him two others on had turn-
ed and were waiting.

"Lord, if I had gun now l"
groaned Philip.

At the sound of his voice and the
pressure of his heds in her flank the
mare vaulted over the animal in their
path. The clatter o'f hoofs
stopped the runner for an instant, and
in that same instant Philip halted and
rose in his stirrups to fire. As his fin-

ger pressed the trigger there came, to
his ears a thrilling sound from behind
him the sharp beat of steel
upon rock! coming

with his and his car-
bine! He could hae shouted for joy as
he fired. Once twice, and the outlaw
was ahead of him again, un-

hurt A third shot and the man stum-
bled among the rocks and
There was a movement toward retreat
on the part of the mounted men, and
Philip listened as he slipped in fresh

His horse was he
could hear the excited and joyous tu-

mult of his own heart but above it all
he heard the steady beat beat beat of
thoe hoofs!
would be there soon in time to use his
carbine at a deadly rate, while he got
into closer quarters with his revolver
God bless and his broken leg !

He was filled with the craze of fight
now and it found vent in a yell of de-

fiance as he spurred on toward the out-

laws. They were not poing to run.
They were waiting for him. He caught
the gleam of the hot sun on thdr

and saw that they meant busi-
ness as they swung a little apart to di-

vide his fire. At one hundred yards
Philip still held his gun at his side; at
sixty he pulled in his mare, flattened
along her neck like an Indian, his pistol
arm free between her ears.
It was one of the cleverest fighting
tricks of the service, and he made the
movement as the guns of the others
leaped before their faces. Two shots
sang over his head, so dose that they
would have swept him from the saddle
if he had been erect. In another mo-

ment the chasm echoed with
the steady roar of the three revolvers.
In front of the flaming end of his own
gun Philip saw the outlaw on the right
pitch forward in his saddle and fall to
the ground. He sent his last shot at
the man on the left and drew his second
gun. Before he could fire again his
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mare, 'gave a tremendous lunge (forward
and stumbled upon her knees, and with
a gasp of horror Philip 'fdt the saddle-gir-

slip as he swung to free himself.
In the few terrible seconds that fol-

lowed Philip was conscious of two
things that death was very near.and
that Billinger was moment too late.
Less than ten paces away, the outlaw
was ddiberatdy taking aim at him,
while his own pistol arm was pinned
under the weight of his body. For a
breath he ceased to struggle, looking up
in frozen calmness at the man whose
finger was already crooked to fire.
When a shot suddenly rang out, it pass-
ed through him in a lightning flash
that it was the 'shot intended for him.
But he saw no movement in the out-
law's arm; no smoke from his 'gun. For
a moment the man sat rigid and stiff in
his saddle. Then his arm dropped. His
revolver fdl with a clatter among the
stones. He slipped sidewise with a low
groan and tumbled limp and lifeless
almost at Philip's feet

"Billinger Billinger
The words came in a sob of joy from

Philip's lips. Billinger had come m time
just in time! He struggled sohat

he could turn his head and look qown
the chasm. Yes, there was Billinger
a hundred yards away, hunched over his
saddle. Billinger, with his broken leg,
his magnificent courage, bis

With a wild cry Philip jerked him-s-

'free. Good God. it was not Bil-

linger! It was Isobel! She had slip-
ped from the saddle he saw her as she
tottered a few steps among the rocks
and then sank down among them. With
his pistol still in his hand he ran back
to where Billinger's horse was standing.
The girl was crumpled against the side
of a bowlder, with her head in her arms

and she was crying. In an instant he
was beside her, and all that he had ever
dreamed of. all that he had ever hoped
for, burst from his lips as he caught
her and held her close against his breast
Yet he never could have told what he
said. Only he knew that her arms were
clasped about his neck, and that as she
pressed her face against him, she sob-

bed over and over again something
about the old days at Lac Bain and
that she loved him, loved him! Then
his eyes turned up the chasm, and what
he saw there made him bend low be-

hind the bowlder and brought a strange
thrill into his voice.

"You will stay here a little while,"
he whispered, running his fingers
through her shining hair. ,There was a
tone of gentle command in his words
as he placed her against the rock. "I
must go back for a few minutes. There
is no danger now."

He stooped and picked up the carbine
which had fallen from her hand. There
was one cartridge still in the breech,
placing his revolver in its holster he rose
above the rocks, ready to swing the rifle
to his shoulder. Up where, the outlavys
lay, a man was standing in the trail.
He was making no effort to conceal
himself, and did not see Philip until he
was within fifty paces of him. Even
then he did not show surprise. Appar-
ently he was unarmed, and Philip drop-
ped the mfczzle of his carbine. The man
motioned for him to advance, standing
with a spread hand resting on either
hip. He was hatless and costless. His
hair was long. His face was covered
with a scraggly growth of red beard,
too short to hide his sunken cheeks. He,
might have been a man half starved,
and yet there was strength in his bony
frame and his eyes were as keen as a
seroent's.

"Got in just in time to miss the fun
after all. he said coolly. Uueer game,
wasn't it? was ahead of you up as
far as the water hole. Saw what hap
pened there.

Philip's hand dropped on the butt of
his revolver.

"Who are you?" he asked.
"Me I'm Blackstone Jim Black

stone, from over beyond the elbow. T
guess everybody for fifty miles round
knows me. And I guess I'm the only
one who knows what's happened and
why." He had stepped behind a huge
rock that shut out the lower trail from
them and Philm followed, his hand still
on his revolver. "They're both dead,"
added the stranger, signifying with a
nod of his head that he meant the out-
laws. "One of them was alive when
I came up, but I ran my knife between
his ribs, and he's dead now."

"The devil!" cried Philip., half draw-
ing his revolver at the fcrodous leer in
the other's face.

"Wait" exclaimed the man. "and see

if I'm not right The man who was re-

sponsible for the wreck back there is my
deadliest enemy has been for years,
and now I'm even up with him. And I
guess in the eves cf the law I've got the
right to it. What do you say?"

"Go on," said Philip.
The snake-lik- e eyes of the man burn-

ed with a dull flame and jet he spoke
calmly.

"He came out here from England
four years ago," he went on. "He was
forced to come. Understand? He was
such a devil back among his people
half criminal even then that he was
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sent out here on a regular monthly re-

mittance. After that everything went
the way of his younger brother. His
father married again, and the second
year he became even less than a remit-
tance man, for his allowance was cut
off. He was bad bad from the start,
and he went from bad to worse out
here. He gambled, fought robbed, and
became the head of a gang; of scoun-
drels as dangerous as himself. He
brooded over what he considered his
wrongs until he went a little mad. He
lived only to avenge himsdf. At the
first opportunity he was prepared to
killed his father and his stepmother.
Then, a few weeks ago, he learned that
these two were coming to America and
that on their way to Vancouver they
would pass through Bleak House Sta-
tion. He went completely mad then,
and planned to destroy' them, and rob
the train. You know how he' and, his
gang did the job. After it was over
and they had got the money, he let his
gang go on ahead of him while lie went
back to the wreck of the sleeper. He
wanted to make sure that they were
dead. Do you see?" ' t- -

"Yes," said Philip tensdy, "go on."
"And when he got there," continued

the other, bowing his head as he filled
an old briar pipe with tobacco, "he
found some one dse. It's strange and
jou may wonder how I know it all. But
it's true. Back in England he had wor-
shiped a young girl. Like the others,
she detested him; and yet he loved her
and would have died for her. And in
the wreck of the sleeper he found her
and her father both dead. He brought
her out, and when no one was near car-
ried her through the night to his horse.
The knowledge that he had killed her
the only creature in the world that he
loved brought him back to sanity. It
filled him with a new desire for venge-
ance but vengeance of another kind.
To achieve this vengeance he"was

to leave her dead body miles out
on the prairie. Then he hurried to over-
take his comrades. As their leader he
had kept possession of the money they
had taken from the express car. The
division was to be made at the water
hole. The gang was waiting for him
there. The money was divided, and two
of the gang rode ahead. The other two
were to go in another direction so as to
divide the pursuit The remittance man
remained with them, and when the oth-
ers had gone a distance he killed them
both. He was sane now, you under-
stand. He had committed a great crime
and he was employing his own, method
of undoing it Then he was going back
to bury her."

The man's voice broke. A great sob
shook his frame. When he looked up,
Philip had drawn his revolver.

"And the remittance man " he be-

gan.
"Is myself Jim Blackstone at your

service."
The man turned his back to Philip,

hunched over, as if bent in grieL For
a moment he stood thus. There fol-

lowed in that same moment the loud
report of a pistol, and when Philip leap-
ed to catch his tottering form the glaze
of death was in the outlaw's eyes.,

"I was going to do this back, there
beside her," he gasped faintly. A. shiv-
er ran through him and his head drop-
ped limply forward.

r'hilip had laid him with ats, tace to--
'ward a rock and stepped out "from his
concealment The cirl had heard the
pistol shot and was running up the trail.

"What was that'" she asked, when
he had hurried to her.

"The last shot sweetheart," he an-

swered, catchinsr her in his arms. "We're
going back to Billinger now, and then
home."

(TUB END.)

TELLS OF ALBATROSS DAKCERS.

Excel Ilnmnn Ones In Groteqne
Snnnda and Motion., Says 'Watcher.
rrta CMlier. WwMr.

At first two birds approached on an-

other, bowlns profoundly and treading
heavily. They swagger about each other,
nodding and courtesylng solemnly, then
suddenly begin to fence a little, crossing
bills and whetting them together, some-
times with a whistling sound, meanwhile
pecking and dropping stiff little bows.
All at once one lifts Its closed wings
and nibbles at the feathers beneath.
Then the first bird bows once. and.
pointing Us beak straight upward, rises
on its toes, puffs out Its breast and tit-
ters a prolonged nasal with a
rapidly rising Inflection, reminding one a
little of a goose and more, of a dis-

consolate calf. 'While this song Is being
uttered the companion loudly and rap-Id-

snaps Its bill. Often, both birds
raise their heads In the air and emit
their ridiculous groan, this figure repre-
senting In some cases the grand finale
of several dances. 'WTien they have fin-
ished, they both begin bowing to each
other again, rapidly and alternately, and
presently repeat the performance, the
bird often reversing their role. The
movements are executed In perfect uni-
son, with a sort of military precision,
and this fact much enhances the extra
ordinary effect. The pictures convey but
a poor Impression of the actual scene:
the wonderful sky and sunshine, the
spotless, shining plumages, and the droll
cries. "While standing In one spot I have
seen over twenty-nv- e couples dancing
at once.
It is amusing to watch three engage In

the dance, one attempting to divide Its
attention between two. This old bird
starts by bowing to the first partner,
whom he suddenly forsakes with a. final
deprecatory nod. and takes up the thread
of the minuet with the second. The lat-

ter is ready to Join in because he has
been keeping up a sort of mark, time
In the movements. Thus the single bird
switches back and forth for a while un-

til he shows a preference for one and
Ignores the other, who ambles oft to
seek another partner.

Occasionally, while one
win lightly pick up a twig and present
it to his mate, who does not accept the
gift however, but thereupon returns the
compliment when straws are promptly
dropped and all hands begin bowing and
walking about as If their very lives de
pended upon It

Several times, when a number were
busily engaged in their antics. I have
walked carefully among them and have
begun to bow very low. Imitating as
nearly as possible their movements. They
would stop and gaze at me In astonish-
ment but recovering their usual equa
nimity, almost at once would gravely
return a few bows, and walk around me
In a puzzled manner, as if wondering
what sort a creature I was. They would
do this only when Interrupted during a
dance.

Her rroxy.
fwn Jndi

Welt Auntie." asked her young mas
ter, "do you really believe In the Blbler

Tes. sah. ebery word."
"Do you believe that the whale swal-

lowed Jonahf"
"Yes. sah; I'm gwlne tub. ask Jonah

'bout dat Jes as soon as I gets to ."

"But suppose Jonah Isn't therm."
"Sen, honey, you ken svslc Uaa. , ,
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